Cdpleafant conceited Comedie: 



Quce. 'Bero'tone did fwcare him fclfe out of all fuit«. 

Mar , Dumaine was at my feruice, and his fvvordp 
No poynt(quoth I)my leruant, llraight was mute* 

Kath. Lord Longamll faid I came ore his harts 
And trow you what he caldc me? 

Quce. Qualme perhapt, 

Kath. Yes in good faith, 

[ Quee. Goefickncsasthouart, 

Bof* Well, better wits haue worne plaine ftatute Gaps^ 
But will you hcare; the King is my Louc fworne, 

Quce, And quickens’ crarw hath plighted Fayth tomes 
Kath. And LongauUl was for. my feruice bprne. 

ar, Dumame is mine as fure as bar ke on tree, 

Boyet. Madame,and pretcicmiftrefTesgiue care, ?\ 
Immediatly they will againe behcere. 

In their owne lhapes s-for it can neuer be. 

They will digeft this harfli indignitie. 

Quee. Will they returne/ 

Bey. They will they wiII,God knowes. 

And leape for ioy, though they are lame with blowcsf 
Therefore change Fauours,and when they repaire. 

Blow like fweete Rofcs,in thisfommer airc, 

Quee. How blowShow blow? Speake to be vnderftood® 
Boy. -Faire Ladies maskt, are Rofes in their buds 
Difmaskt,their dammaske fweete commixture fhowne. 

Are Angels varling cloades,or Rofes blowne. 

Quec. Auaunt pcrplexitie f What fhall we do, 

Jf they returnc in their owne lhapes to woe? 1 

Bgfi. Good Madame, if by me youle be aduifde. 

Lets mocke them flill as well knownc as dilguyfdcS 
Let vs complaine to them what foolcs were hcare, 

Dilguyfd like tOfufeouites in fhapeles gearc: 

And wonder what they were,and to what ende 
Their fhallow fhowes,andProloguevildly pende<> 

And theit rough carriage fo rediculous, 

Should be prclentcd at our Tent to vs, 

Boyet, Ladies, withdraw * the gallants are at hand, 

Quce. Whip to our T ents as Roes runs ore land, Exeunt. 

Enter 


wiled Lottes Labor's loft. 




r Enter the King and the reft. * 

King* Faire fir, God fauc you t Wher’s the Frinccflc/ 
'Ecyet. Gone to her Tent* pleafeit your Maieftie com« 
maunde me any feruice to her thither, 
jKing . That (he vouchfafc me audience for one word* 
Wf I wil^and fo will flie,l know my Lord. ExtU 

Berow. This fellow peckes vp Wit asPidgionsPcafe, 
And vtters it againe when God dooth pleafe. 

Me is Witts Pedler,and retalcs his wares : 

At Wakes and Wafsels,meetin gs, markets Jaires^ 

And we that fell by grofle, the Lord doth know, 

Haucnot the grace to grace it with fuch fliow# 

This Gallant pins the Wenches on his ileeuc* 

Mad he bin Adam he had tempted Eue* 

A can carue to,and lifpe : Why this is hce 
That kill his hand, a way in courtific* 

This is the Ape of Formc,Mounficr the nice. 

That when he playes at T ables chides the Dice 
In honorable tearmes ; nay he can fing 
A meanc mofl meancly, and in hufihering* 

Alende him who can, the Ladies call him fweete* 
Theftairesashe treades on themkiflfe hisfeete* 

This is the floure that fmyles on eucry one* 

T o fhew his teeth as white as Whales bone. 

And confidences that will not die in debt,. 

Pay him the due of honie-tonged Boyet. 

King . A blifler on his fweete tongue with my hart* 

That put ArwathoesPagc outofhis part* 


Enter the Ladies. 

Hero* See where it comes* Bchauiour what wert thou? 

Till this mad man fhewed thee, and what art thou now? 
King. All haile fweete Madame, and faire time of day> 
jQuee. Faire in all Haile is foule,asI coneeaue* 

King, Ccnfhirc my fpaches better, if you may. 

Quec x Then wifih me better* I will giueyou leaue* 

King . Wc came to vifite you, and purpofe now* 
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